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| curled up in the bed and groaned, feeling like shit. | leaned over and threw up, hearing the sickening splash of 
it into the bucket. | couldn't get up and find a bathroom or some alley, | was too sick. Too weak. | wanted to 


sleep but | was only in and out of sleep, feeling the way | did. | was too sick to sleep. But | did this to myself. 
This was what | got for doing heroin for a week. 


"| got some more," my eyes were squeezed shut but | heard the girl's tiny baby doll voice and | wanted it. It 
would end this misery, this weak, aching need. It would end the feeling of every fluid running out of me, my 
body working again after the paralysis of the opiate. 


"No," | said, not opening my eyes. | could feel the sweat running down my body, slick, like | was onstage. But | 
wasn't. | was just lying in this bed and maybe I'd never get up. 


"Axl, c'mon, you're sick. You need it," | turned my head away. My father's voice spoke in my head about her, 
"the voice of the devil," | groaned again, feeling my stomach twist, feeling the nausea wash over me and grip 
me until | wanted to die. But | knew | wouldn't die. | did heroin for a week and now | had to pay the price. 


"No! Go away!" | yelled at her, my voice going up from its usual deepness to the screech of the stage, "leave 


me alone," 


After a few days | felt better. | didn't feel as good as | did when! was doing heroin. Man, that was good. It 
made everything okay, or it made everything not matter. The pleasure the human body was capable of was 
amazing. Orgasms. Being high. That feeling of almost floating, of following your thoughts down these intricate 
paths, the feeling of being able to remember the past but having it not matter. Oh well. | couldn't do it 


anymore. | couldn't become a junkie and die that way. | had too much to do. 


The songs were coming together, we were playing more clubs now, shit would happen, we'd get signed. It didn't 
matter that | had no money and no place to live, that shit didn't matter. | had this band, and | knew it was the 
right one, despite Steven who was clueless. But Izzy was right, | knew Izzy was right, Steven had the right 
sense of swing for our songs. So I'd put up with Steven because he was the right piece of the puzzle. We had 
Slash, who was just fucking amazing. The way he played, the emotion, Jesus. No one could deny Slash's talent. 


| was at some girl's apartment, some stripper. She was passed out in the swirl of the sheets because it was 
pretty early. After kicking heroin | got up early for a few days. | went to the window and smoked a cigarette, 
looking at the pink dawn through the smog. Sometimes | felt like | was choking on this city. But that didn't 
matter, either. This was where | had to be, with these people, it was pre-ordained. | couldn't fight that. | flipped 
my hair out of my eyes, remembering my father yelling at me about it. About hair. God. "If you don't cut it tll 
kick you out of this house!" Then he hit me. How many beatings did it take for me to leave? It felt like 
hundreds. That was what was so nice about heroin, those memories didn't matter. When | was sober it 


mattered, every single thing that ever hurt me was still hurting me, | couldn't let it go. 


| showered and got dressed for rehearsal and took off, locking the door behind me so someone didn't come in 


and murder that girl in her sleep. 

"Look who's fucking here," Slash said as | walked in, and | glared at him. 

"Where the fuck have you been?" he said, tuning his guitar, his fingers so dexterous and knowledgeable about 
that guitar, he was like melded with it. | could barely play the guitar, | knew like two strings. It just felt 
awkward in my hands, my fingers didn't know what to do. But Slash couldn't sing, so there. 

"m here now, motherfucker," | said, my voice turning into a growl. He smiled at me from under that mop of 
black curls and went back to tuning the guitar, and Duff nodded at me from under a teased up shock of dyed 


blond hair. Izzy had just fixed, | could see it in his eyes, his pupils pinpoints. 


Steven walked by but skirted around me. | just itched to punch him. Everyone else in the band loved him like a 


dumb little pet, but not me. | was sure he wasn't all that fond of me, either. 


"C'mon, are we gonna do this thing or what?" Slash said, stepping between me and Steven protectively. They 
were friends when they were kids, just like me and Izzy, and | understood that kind of protectiveness. But | still 


wanted to punch him. 


"Yeah," | said, stepping toward the microphone. | felt better now that the junk was completely out of my 
system and | was focused again, thinking about this band and how I'd fucking steer it right to the top. 


It was late, late. Everyone but Slash had left, Slash and me. | was writing down lyrics, they came to me in a 
flood. | was sitting on the ratty couch one of us had dragged in from off the street. It didn't have springs or 
something and kind of sunk in the middle. | didn't give a shit. | sat with my legs crossed in the middle of it, 
trying to see through the paper. 


Slash was sitting on the cement floor right by me, playing little bits of different things, stuff he knew, stuff 
he was making up. The music was twisting around me and around this space, and if | closed my eyes | could 


see it. 


He stopped playing and leaned his head back so that it rested on my legs. | tried not to notice, but the weight 
of it took me out of my headspace around these lyrics and | came back to things, back to the cool air and the 


cement floor and the shitty couch and Slash. 
"Hey," he said in his slow cool kid way, and smiled up at me. If me and Slash had gone to high school together 
he never would have hung out with me. | wasn't cool then. | was figuring out cool now. Pretty soon Guns N' 


Roses would be the coolest thing on the planet. 


"| kind of missed you when you weren't around," he said, setting his guitar aside and coming up on the couch, 


leaning his head on my shoulder. 
"Oh, yeah?" | said, feeling the closeness of him, feeling my breathing start to speed up. 


"Yeah," he said, closing his eyes and leaning toward me. He was drunk. | could smell it. | licked my lips and 


watched him advance, and when he started to kiss me | didn't pull away. 


Two 
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| could feel his tongue in my mouth, and this kiss felt different from kissing girls. It was stronger, more 
insistent. | felt almost crushed under it. | twisted a little bit, almost trying to get away. 


"Hey," he said, and from the corner of my eye | saw his guitar start to slide from where he had propped it up 
against the couch. It landed with this echoing clatter on the floor. He didn't seem to notice as he came up for 
air and looked at me for a second, and | saw the heavy dark curls almost obscuring his eyes. He leaned over 


me again, into me, making me lay down under him, the scratchy material of the couch against my back. 


"Slash, hey." | said, pushing at him a little, but not hard, and he pushed back harder and closed his eyes as he 
kissed me again, and | stopped thinking for awhile and just let this happen. | closed my eyes and pushed at him 
sometimes but not hard, and his hands travelled down my body, and | felt them tracing my ribs and my hip 
bones, | felt the tug at my pants as he worked at the zipper and the button, and | swallowed hard and 
squeezed my eyes shut. 


We had a show at seven at one of the clubs, and since it was a weekday and early it was one of the worst 
time slots, but at least we would be playing. Not that we'd really be making any money because of this pay to 
play bullshit, but it was okay. It would be okay someday, | knew it would. 


We were all more or less crashing at the rehearsal space, and it was still early yet. Duff was at work 
delivering "office supplies" to back alleys, but the rest of them were here. Izzy was not so much asleep as 
nodding out sitting in a chair, looking like death. | bit my lip and looked at him. He did heroin very different from 
the way | did it. | had little binges and then kicked it. He did it every day at this low, maintenance level. Steven 
wasn't here, either. God knew where he was. Crashing at some girl's apartment, drunk in a gutter somewhere. 
He'd turn up for the show, though. Slash was asleep on the couch and | was sitting on the floor, my arms 


around my knees. 


Slash. | listened to his breathing, deep, drunken breaths that tore through him. | looked at his mop of black 
ringlet curls that covered his eyes almost always. It was surprising to see his eyes when he flipped his hair 
off his face, because they were always warmer than | thought they'd be. They were filled with intelligence and 
compassion and | always felt like he was staring into my soul somehow. | thought about last night on the 
couch, trapped beneath him, but his hands felt so..so knowledgeable when he touched me. It was almost like it 


had something to do with the way he played the guitar, all that skill wasn't limited to the guitar. 


| rocked a little where | sat, thinking things over. What was it with Slash? Was he drunk and just didn't know 
what he was doing? | got this feeling like | was falling inside of myself when | thought of it, like | was falling off 
a cliff or something. But it wasn't so simple, shit from my childhood kind of raised its ugly little head, all that 
religious preaching homosexuality is wrong shit. | closed my eyes and felt my dad whipping me with that belt 
again. |f | was a kid and he found out what | did with Slash last night he'd beat the shit out of me. 


| shook my head, feeling the headache starting behind my eyes. If | started thinking about childhood it seemed 
to never end, one terrible incident ran into the next one and the next one. That didn't matter, it didn't matter 
now. | lived thousands of miles away from Indiana and all of that, it was in the past. Fuck. But the tears came 
to my eyes anyway and Slash probably wouldn't even remember that he did anything, that he tore at my 

clothes until they came off, that he ran his hands along my chest and stomach and thighs, that he pulled on 


my earlobe with his teeth. He wouldn't remember, and it didn't matter anyway. 


"Fuck, Steven, how are you gonna be able to play being so fucking drunk!" | was enraged, looking at Steven 
almost falling down drunk and we were supposed to go on in like two fucking minutes! | slapped him upside the 
head and his head rocked with the impact and then he looked at me with this hurt, drunken look, and | felt my 


hands ball into fists and then someone grabbed me around the waist and pulled me away from him. 


"Axl, c'mon, calm down," | heard Slash's thick, scratchy voice in my ear, and | felt the hot breath against the 
side of my neck, it sent little chills down my spine. But | twisted in his grasp, wanting to just punch Steven one 


time, it would feel so good. 


Izzy was fucking high, too, his pupils pinpoints behind his sunglasses, but he'd be able to play. Duff held a beer 
and looked worried, glancing from me to Steven. | twisted again in Slash's arms, but he wouldn't let go and he 


was stronger than | was. 

"Let me go, fuck, Slash, I'm gonna kill him..." 

"We have to go on like right now, Axl, he'll be fine. Just put all this fucking rage into the performance," Slash 
whispered, and | stopped struggling, hearing the mc guy announce us, and Steven was already making his way 
onstage, hoping | wouldn't be able to punch him. 

"Okay," | said, jerking away from him but he let me go, and | straightened the sleeveless T-shirt | was wearing 
and fixed my leather pants, which had gotten a little twisted when Slash grabbed me. | touched one spike of my 
teased up hair, feeling the stickiness of the hair spray. 


"Okay," | said again, and followed the rest of them out onto the stage. 


